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THE GALLANTE SHOW. 


* i DISPLAYING THE FOLLOWING 


- CHARACFERS: 


A PRIME MINISTER, A COUNTRY SQUIRE, 


AN ARCHBISHOP. A PETTIFOGGER., 

A TRADING JUSTICE, A COQUETTE. 

A MODERN PHYSICIAN. || A ROMISH PRIEST, 

A MAN AND WIFE, | AND 

A PUBLICAN, A FRENCH EMIGRANT. 
\ 66 Soperier Beings, when of late they ſaw 


« A mortal Man unfold all Nature's Law, 
% Admir'd ſuch Wiſdom in an earthly Shape, 
% And ſhew'd a Newton as we ſhew an Ape!“ 
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LA CURIOSITE, 


Sc. Ec. 


« T; nn, 

O keep it u — ove gave the word; 
The royal mandate soon was heard. 
Each God and Goddess of the sky, 
Rejoic'd, to join the banquet fly; 
Thro' Heav'n a general transport ran, 
Far, far beyond the reach of man. 

The feast prepar'd, in golden state, 
They for his, royal presence wait: 
So we, poor mortals, here below, 

The sport of Grief, of Care, and Woe; 
Blind creatures, who presumely think 
We see thro' all things at a wink; 
When Sol withholds his golden blaze, 
We mourn the absence of his rays; 

| > B 


But. 
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But when he drives the mists away, 
His beams make all creation gay. 


Great Jove, at length, his entrꝰ made; 
His compliments around him paid— 
* Ye Gods and Goddesses,' he cry'd, 
* My joy, my honor, and my pride, 
Ye who Heav'n's secrets only know, 
And regulate the Earth below, 
This night, it is my sov'reign will, 
Of mirth and gig to have my fill : * 
Let the nectareous cup go round, 
With music let the Heav'ns resound; 
And let each God and Goddess try, 
Who best shall please Our Majesty.“ 
He ceas'd—and all the Gods around 
Shew'd their consent, by bows profound. 


Now, now, the goblet sparkled high, 
And mirth and humor fill'd the sky; 
The tale was told, the song was sung. 
With chorusses Elisium rung. | 


Sly Momus, with a pleasant air, 
With rev'rence thus address'd the chair— 
* Father of Gods and Men,' he cry'd, 
By whom our wants are all supply. d. 
If it should meet your approbation, 
To see a thing of Man's creation, 


I now 
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I now have got in my possession, 

What I can shew without transgression; 
Mercurius brought it from below, | 5 
They call it a Gallantè Show ; 

Your royal pleasure only say, 

I'll then begin---to sbew away!” 


Jove, quite transported at the thought, 

Begg'd it might instantly be brought; 
And Juno cast her heav'nly face, 
Adorn'd with smiles, on all her race; 
Such smiles as no one could bestow, 
Save Britain's beauteous maids below ; 
And ev'ry God and Goddess bright, | | 
Burn'd with impatience. for a sight. ow; = 


The sliders now in order plac'd, 4 
Attention the assembly grac'd; | q 
Against the marble, white as snow, | ! 

With judgment Momus plac'd the show. 


A PRIME MINISTER. 


Tux first thing which you see, he cry'd, 
Is full of self-conceit and pride; 
That shade, which seems so grand and great, 
Is call'd a Minister of State! 
A thing, the insect of an hour, | L* 
The drudge of courts, the tool of pow'r, 723 
Which | 


” 
' 
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Which our poor senseless sons of earth, 
Suppose deriv'd of heav'nly birth--- 
For sure a man,” they cry, © so wise, 
Must have descended from the skies!“ 
Yet, by the bye, it makes me smile, 

To see them hamper'd in the toil: 

But certainly it serves them right ; 

Jove bless'd them with the pow'r of sight, 
With judgment nicely to discern ; 

Should they these sacred blessings spurn? 
By no means; but, if such their fate, 
They'll see their folly, when too late. 


* Behold, now, how around him stand; 
A venal, sycophantic band ; f 
Smile when he smiles, and nod and blink; 
Fools! for themselves that dare not think; 
But cringe and fawn, and gape and stare, 
And think all sense is center'd there : 
That asks a place, and that a pension, 
And that too many things to mention; 
And that, with gimcracks in his nob, 
Most earnestly requests a job 

See, how he bows to all the ring, 

Says,“ Yes” but means the other thing! 


Now, view him in his private hours, 
Perplexity his soul devours; | 


Supplies 
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Supplies and Taxes rack his mind: 
How cautiously he looks behind, 

Lest one, from Pluto's gloomy clime, 
Shou'd snatch him off before his time 


At length, false courage cheers his breast, 


And yields him one short moment's rest; 


His mind then plans a thousand schemes, 


Idle as transitory dreams 
Our num'rous fleet,” he eager cries, 
Shall soon our enemies surprize: 

We, lords and masters of creation, 
Shall soon chastise each haughty nation. 


My plans are good; the world must own, 
The credit's due to me alone!” 


Next, see him at his country-seat, 
Quite happy in his own conceit; 
Behold his hunters, grooms, and hounds, 
His gardens, and his spacious grounds! 
That he was happy, one wou'd swear, 
But care and conscience follow there; 
These haunt his pillow, rack his brain, 
And render these possessions vain. | 
Quite discontented with his lot, 
He envies the poor rustic's cot; 
For there he sees that sweet content, 
Congenial to a life well spent; 
Congenial to a life, whose bliss 
Is happy not to do amiss; 
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| A life, 


” 
* 1 
* a — _ — 
— — — _ _ * : 
— — — —ä——Ü—j—U—ꝓͤ ᷣ 2 ur — - 28 — 
- ”» pry” aha — * — a 


— Z — — — 
- 7 — - — _ 


8 | 
A life, whose choice, and only pride, 


Is center'd to his own fire-side; 
Where he can see a num'rous race, 


With sweet good-humor in each face; 


While jocund health their life befriends, 

And happiness their steps attends: 

His bosom feels no cank'ring cares, . 
No trouble about 'state affairs; 9. 
Tis his to guard against the cold, 

To pen his sheep within the fold 

To watch the progress of the spring, 

And listen to the birds that sing; 

To view sweet summer's flow'ry reign, 

And yellow autumn clothe the plain; 

To break stern winter's stubborn soil, 

And taste the sweet reward of toil. 

This state he envies but his pride 

Steps in, and lays these thoughts aside: 

Says—* If you're wrong, be wronger still; 

Ne'er heed the world, say what it will; 

Pursue the plans which you've begun, 

My darling and prolific son! 

With confidence assert you're right, 

And let your deeds be black as night; = 
Now to recede, wou'd be absurd; 
Let neck or nothing—be the word!” 


* Behold, how pleas'd again he seems; 
Prepares fresh motions, plans, and schemes: 


Nay, 


9 

Nay, mighty Jupiter! don't wonder, 

E'en from your hands he'd pluck the thunder 
And thinks he cou'd, with judgment true, 
Direct the bolt as well as you: 
So Phacton—but no reproach— - 
Try'd once to drive Aurora's coach; 
But how he headlong from it fell, 
Each God and Goddess know too well. 
Yet, know, a greater fall attends 
The man, who, for his private ends, 
Shall see his harrass'd country bleed, 
Th' insatiate jaws of Pow'r to feed? 


He ceas d. Throughout the heav'nly clan, 
The voice of approbation ran; 8 | 
And Jove said, in a joking way— 

% Momus, proceed; make no delay,” 


An ARCHBISHOP. 


Now Momus, with his merry face, 

Thus spoke to all the heav'nly race 
With circumspection, view,” he cry'd, 
* A hodge-podge of infernal pride! 

By mortals call'd a Bishop-Arch, 
| Bedeck'd with lawn puff d out with starch: 
Behold his visage! who'd believe 
Such sanctity cou'd e'er deceive ? 

What 


10 


What haughtiness is there express'd! 
But both his life and that's a jest: 
For no one, by the outward shew, 
Man's real sentiments can know. 
He sumptuously each day is fed, 
Whilst sterling Merit pines for bread; 
With wines he paints his rosy jowl, 
And rails against the sensual soul; 
Revels beneath Religion's veil, 

And knocks down livings by wholesale, 


* 


© See! see] a motley groupe appear, 


Approach him, petrify'd with fear! 


A servile herd of stupid knaves, 

To gormandizing perfect slaves: 
Churchwardens call'd—a senseless race! 
High- feeding painted in each face; 
Who on the poor and needy prey, 


- Andev'ry sensual lust obey. 


8 These now are come to beg, 5 see, 
A Sermon upon Charity ! 
He now exults with inward pride, 
As in his hands a purse they slide— 


My friends!” he cries, “ your kind attention 


To me, is what I blush to mention; 
Who cou'd Oy men deny ? 
Some might, pexhaps—but, no, not I, 
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Tho' seidom I these duties do, 

I certainly will wait on you.“ | 
They now, with cringes, scrape and bow; 
And stagger homewards any how; 


Their want of common-sense lament; 
And say—*< bow larning's excellent!“ 


The morn arriv'd, in pomp and state, 
He draws up to the church's gate: 
See! how the people onward press, 
To gaze on his delusive dress; 
And think him, tho” 'tis somewhat odd, 
No ways inferior to a god. 
Thro' the long aisle he paces slow, 
Just like a gutter-stalking crow : 
Ascends the pulpit, looks around, 
Then pours forth words of pompous sound, 
Which Jove disperses into air; 
No heart-felt supplication's there, 


* Good-sense, bewitch'd, is led astray, 
And to vain Rhet'ric falls a prey ; 
So fluctuates between right and wrong, 
As makes all worship a mere song; 
While Ignorance, with thoughts supine, 
Hears and declares---'tis vastly fine! 
With flourishes his sermon ends; 
He then, amidst applause, descends; 

+ Hastes 
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Hastes home to stuff his hide and swill, 
Then sport with Basto or Spadille. 


No, view what great effects arise 
From being taught by one so wise! 
That man, you'd think, quite free from strife, 
Will strait go home, and beat his wife; 
He that for ease has just been sueing, 
Will plan all day his neighbour's ruin. 
That matron, now so calm and still, 
Will soon of brandy take her fill; 
Amongst her servants breed a riot, 
Nor let them have a moment's quiet; 
And they which shou'd the poor relieve, 


With what was gather'd will deceive; 


Briskly the circling glasses ply, 


| Nor heed the wretched mother's cry! 


* From scenes where Peace and Comfort dwell, 


Where Contemplation holds her cell, 

And loves to stray, when Luna bright 

Bespreads the lawn with silver light; 

Behold an honest Man appear, 

A Parent kind, a Friend sincere; 

Who, to an elegance of mind, 

Has ev'ry moral virtue join'd; 

Judgment most true, distinctions nice, 

And a firm Soul that loaths at Vice; 1 
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Vet doom'd, by sov'reign Fate, to bear 
The frowns of Life and cank'ring Care. 


* Before the Prelate see him now, 
Petitioning with humble bow--- 
With ev'ry def*rence to your Grace, 
I now am come to beg the place; 
The late incumbent is no more, 
Therefore your promise I implore. 
My present pittance is so small, 


I scarce know how to live at all; 


In kindness, then, enlarge my power, 
And Heav'n will on you blessings show'r.“ 


With ev'ry haughtiness of frame, 
He says, I think — is your name? 
Sorry, my friend, I am to say, 
I parted with it yesterday : 
His Lordship's son, who lives by you, 
Desir'd it, when the death he knew; 
To him I cou'd not well refuse it, 
Therefore, I know, you will excuse it, 
Higher in life had been your station, 
You might have had the presentation,” 


See! he departs, to fate resign'd; 
But Jove will cheer his drooping mind, 
His breast with transports cause to glow, 
Beyond what pow'r or wealth bestow; 
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And make his little bless him more, 
Than all that puff d- up bladder's store.“ 


Here Momus ceas'd—and Jove, delighted, 
To laughter all the Gods excited : 
Well-pleas'd the Goddesses all seem'd; 
Around them bright refulgence beam'd! 
And Jove cry'd—*« What! what, what comes now?“ 
While pleasure sparkled on his brow, 


A TRADING JUSTICE. 


* NexT view,” cry'd Momus, with a smile, 
* A character well worth your while; 
By mortals term'd—A Trading Justice, 
Whose god is gold, whose pleasure lust is; 
Whose haggard features plain impart, 
The villainies that croud his heart. 


* That strolling Gipsey gaye him birth, 
And teem'd him on his mother Earth; 
Such virtue from her suck he drew, 

As made him soon excell'd by few; 
Within a barn the brat was laid, 

To honor him a feast they made; 
The tawny gossips, pleas'd, bestow 
On him the name of Gipsey Foe. 


Hie 
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His mother is as deep a bunter, 
As ever stole duck, goose, or * grunter; 
Who taught him, e'er he well cou'd creep, 
To choak with wool the lambs and sheep: 
Instructed him in ev'ry art, 
Till perfect in the Villain's part: 
To higher thefts he then aspir'd, 
And churches robb'd, and houses fir'd; 
Was now a Scampsman |, now a Prig ll. 
And up to ev'ry knowing rig. 
But Justice, tho? it moves but slow, 
Ne'er let a rogue unpunish'd go. 
At length, within a jail confin'd, 
Terrific horrors rack'd his mind; 
But Conscience soon had no effect, 
Her checks he treated with neglect. 
By chance acquitted, off he hies, 
And to his old employment flies ; 
Was twice transported, once repriev'q, 
And many a brand and lash receiv'd. 


© 
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Cant for a Pig. 


+ Whenever the Gipſies find a lamb juſt yeaned, they take a briar, or 
other ſtick, pluck ſome of the wool off it, wrap it round the ſtick, and 7 
then ram it down its throat, which ſoon kills it: they then go to the 
owner, and tell him that, coming acroſs ſuch a field, they have ſeen a 
dead lamb or ſheep, and beg it; which requeſt he complies with, for the 
fake of his hedges, poultry, &c, &c, | | | 


1 Cant for a Highwayman. 
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In time, he aim'd at honors greater, 
From thieving to become Thief-taker; 
A monster, horrid, mean, and base, 
The outcast of the human race. 
Under this sanction long he reign'd, 
His old propensity retain'd ; 

Till, having various sums amass'd, 
He on the bench was plac'd at last; 
Where now, behold, he gravely sits, 
Dispensing right and wrong by fits ; 
So consequential now appears, 

Men only know him by his ears ! 
Around his new-made Worship stand, 
Some of his old fraternal band; 
Prepar'd to execute his will, 

And acts that wound the heart fulfil. 
Behold, before his Honor brought, 
One in the act of plunder caught. 
What, here again, young man!“ he cries ; 
„Will no experience make you wise? 
For this offence you'll surely swing, 
Were you the offspring of a king!“ 


* One of his creatures now draws near, 
And whispers softly in his ear— 
This man your Worship must acquit, 


He for our purposes is fit; 


No babbler, but a deep old blade, 
Quite a proficient in the trade: 
5 Here 
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Here is a screen* for fifty quid, 
He slyly in my hand has slid.“ 


« Well, well,“ he cries, if that's the case, 
We'll prove him in another place; 
I'll turn bim up}, then, for this time; 
The money wipes away the crime!“ 
He now with honor is dismiss'd, 
And daubs each petty Runner's fist. 


Next view an object quite forlorn, 
In tatter'd garments rent and torn. 
Before the caitiff trembling stand. 
Encircled by his Stygian band. 

She once was pride of all the plain, 

Once lov'd by ev'ry rural swain; 

Fair as the lily of the vale, 

That bends to ev'ry passing gale ; 

True emblem of her courteous mind, 

Where pride did ne'er a sanction find; 

But where such even sweetness reign'd, 
Which pow'r nor wealth ne'er yet obtain'd. 
But happiness, however strong, 

Is doom'd on earth to not last long; 


1 . —— 
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Cant for a Bank Note, 
+ Cant for Guineas. 
3 Cant for Diſcharge. 
An Underſtrapper to the Thief - takers. * 
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Nor shou'l it; for, if such the case, 
Wou' d man so covet this blest place ? 
Wou'd not those moral duties cease, 
Which must insure him endless peace ? 


At length, that vile seducer came, 
And robb'd her of her honest fame; 
That wretch, I mean, whom there you view, 
Surrounded by his odious crew ; 

Who makes a farce of right and wrong, 
And renders justice a mere song 

He lur'd her from her peaceful cot, 
Where peace and comfort were her lot ; 
Where all her care did not extend 
Beyond how best her kine to tend; 

But, in tranquillity and rest, 

Each moment was completely blest. 


Fe first accomplish'd her disgrace, 


Then left her, like a villain base: 


Left her to bleak Misfortune's pow'r, 

To stern Reflection's bitter hour; 

Left her to perish by degrees, 

'Thro' grinding want and fell disease! 
Now, now, to hide his guilty deeds, 
While her poor heart with torture bleeds ; 


5 — 


* Men, when in affluence and eaſe, are too apt to negle& thoſe duties 
which, on a reverſe of fortune, they fly to as their only refuge in this life, 
and which are ſure to entitle them to the Divine favor in the next. 
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He'll ſtrait the wretch to priſon ſend, 
To periſh there without a friend!“ 


te It ſhall not be!” great Jove exclaim'd ; 
In his right-hand the thunder flam'd. 
But here he paus'd ; while Momus ſmil'd, 
To ſee the mighty God beguil'd. 
Each Goddeſs look'd extremely queer; 
Nay, ſome were ſeen to drop a tear: 
*T was true to Nature all agreed, 
And begg'd arch Momus to proceed, 


A MODERN PHYSICIAN. 


*ELATE with pride and ſelf-conceit, 
Next view an Æſculapian Cheat: | 
Behold his dreſs, obſerve his wig, 

So white ! ſo wonderful ! fo big ! 

That, like a tree when capp'd with ſnow, 
Drops as he moves ſome part below : 
Vain cov'ring of the ſenſeleſs block, 
Whoſe impudence is all its ſtock ! 

Where mud and cobwebs clog each part, 
With break-jaw words in Phyſic's art ! 


This thing wou'd now be thought quite wiſe, 


And tries to cheat diſcerning eyes; 
He hems, and hahs, and twirls his cane, 
And talks in conſequential ſtrain ; 


Takes 
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Takes ſnuff, and ſometimes deigns to ſmile, 
Where he well knows it worth his while; 
Makes fools of our poor ſons of clay, 


Pockets their caſh, then ſkulks away. 


When young, he in the North was bred, 
And on ſhort commons daily fed: 8 
Where, what thro' threats and being can'd, 
His numſkull ſcraps of Latin gain'd ; 

And on ſome words of Greek wou'd blunder, 
Which now he mouths ſometimes like thunder, 
At length, reſolv'd to ſeek renown, 

He ſhoeleſs trudg'd to London Town ; 

There, in a vain Pretender's ſhop, 

For ſeven long years he mix'd up flop; 
Clyſters threw up; dreſs'd canker'd ſores, 
Which ſtunk like Cloacina's ſhores. 

Blue were his fingers with the cold, 

Himſelf an object to behold ! 

His maſter wou'd allow no quarter, 


But kept him chiefly at the mortar; 


Which well he thump'd with clanging ſound, 
As annually the Sun went round. 


© In time, he ſmarten'd up a bit, 
And aim'd at being thought a wit : 
His time now out, no more he'd ſtand 
His ſtarving maſter's harſh command; 
But, having rais'd a little pelf, 


Reſoly'd to ſet up for himſelf, 
| | That 
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That done, at Phyſical Debate 

He with deportment owliſh ſate; 
Attentive heard, but little ſpoke, 
And juſt wou'd ſimper at a joke; 
For, knowing well his want of ſkill, 
He thought it judgment to be ſtill. 


© By this means did he cheat men's eyes, 


And paſs'd for one exceeding wile ; 

But how he much increas'd his fame, 

I by your leave, great Jove, will name: 
One night he laid aſide the Monk, 

And, ſtrange to tell ! got nearly drunk ; 
His meſsmates, too, were uſt as bad, 
And all were phyſically mad ! 

He then addreſs'd them all around, 

In technic terms of pompous ſound 


© Talk'd of prognoſtics, and repletion, 
Of diagnoſtics, inanition ; : 
Of ſymptomatics, therapeutics, 
And of the practice of ſome new tricks; 
Moſt learnedly began t' explain, 
The myſteries of nerves and brain; 
Harangu'd upon the muſcles motion, 
On bleeding, 'cupping, pill, and potion ; 
On dropſy, ſcurvy, fits, and tumors; 
On ulcers, cancers, viſcid humors; 


Li 


On 


On limbs contracted, and ſtiff joints, 
Wich many other curious points: 

In ſhort, for near two hours did ſpeak ; 
'Then finiſh'd, with a line of Greek ! 


© Amaz'd, his comrades all around 
Admire his ſenſe and ſkill profound; 
And, all unanimous, decree, 
That he ſhould ſtand for an M. D.“ 
In a ſhort time, at Doctor's College F 
He paſs'd for one of real knowledge; 
Was licens'd there to cure——or kill, 
And prey upon mankind at will. 


His wond'rous ſkill, and vaſt renown, 


Was quickly ſpread through all the town ; 
To him, from ev'ry quarter, came 

The dumb and deaf; the halt and lame; 
Who on him like a God rely'd, 

Nor e' er to Providence apply'd ! 


© One day, there came a man of trade, 


And brought his ſon, a cunning blade; 


Firſt made his bow—which was his beſt, 
And thus his conſequence addreſs d 

<« I hope you'll not, Sir, think me rude, 
That I thus on your time intrude; 


— 


Doctor Medicinæ. 


1 The College of Phyſicians. 


But 
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But I have brought my only boy, 
His mother's pride—his father's joy, 
Whoſe prentic'd time is juſt expir'd, 
And whom the fame of you has fir'd, 
To beg that you'll vouchſafe to deign 
To put him in a proper train; 

And let him go with you your rounds, 
For which I'll give one hundred pounds.“ 
« A hundred pounds, friend! Let me ſee— 
To call at nine“ Here, Sir's, the fee.” — 
« Moſt certainly,” the Doctor cry'd; 
© The youth will be my joy and pride. 
I now this inſtant muſt ſet out, 
And this ſhall be his maiden rout.” 
With bows the father takes his leave; 
The Doctor chuckles in his ſleeve. 


© Now, view them in a ſick-man's room, 
Where grief and anguiſh ſpread a gloom; 
Where bleſt Hygeia far is fled, 

And Miſery reigns in her ſtead: 

The haggard nurſe her curt'ſey drops, 
And round the room officious hops ; 
Undraws the curtain, looks quite wile, 
And lifts to Heav'n her hands and eyes ! 
He gravely now draws near the bed, | 
Firſt feels his pulſe, then ſhakes his head; 
Puts on a face of doubt and care, | | 
And looks on all with ſolemn air; 


Then 
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Then whiſpers to the weeping wife — 
« I give you, Ma'm, ſmall hopes of life; 
His caſe is what I ſeldom meet, 
And very difficult to treat: 
You gave him oyſters, too, laſt night, 
Which much contribute to his plight.” 
Amaz'd, the woman quakes with fear; 
His words like thunder ſtrike her ear; 
Thinks he has dealings with Old Nick, 
And therefore fairly owns the trick. 
He takes his leave with haughty air, 
And begs her to take better care. 


© As from their patient they retir'd, 
The pupil earneſtly enquir'd, 
How it cou'd enter his conceit, 
That the ſick man had oyſters eat? 
« You fooliſh boy,“ the Doctor ſaid, 
« I ſaw ſome ſhells beneath the bed!“ 


© Next time the pupil ſolus went, 
And home return'd quite diſcontent; _ 
Told him“ The man was fairly dead, 
By eating up a horſe,” he ſaid, — 
« Fat up a horſe! doſt ſay, my lad? 
You certainly are going mad!“ 
&* No, Sir! my brains are nowiſe addle, 


Under the bed I ſpy'd a ſaddle!” 
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© So much for phyſic, Momus cry'd, 
© So much for ignorance and pride.” 
He ceas'd, A hcuity laugh went round, 
Which the nectarcous goblet crown'd. 


Now Momus thus Great Jove addreſs'd-— 
« Father of all! by all things bleſt! 
At whoſe dread nod Olympus ſhakes, 
And ev'ry lofty mountain quakes; 
Perhaps I on your mind intrude, 
And my preſumption you think rude: 
If fo, your royal pleaſure ſay, 
My ſhow I'll inftant take away: 
If not, I'll beg you firſt to view, 
Another character or two.” 


© Proceed, proceed,” cry'd mighty Jove, 
« Your entertainments all approve : Ito, 
But firſt receive the ſparkling bowl, 
And drink, thou arch, ſatyric ſoul!“ 05 
« Drink deep,” cry d ev'ry jovial God, 
Which Jove approv'd of by a nod. 


A MAN and WIFE. 


© BrnoLD,' he cry'd, a Man and Wiſe, 
Sure none you'd think more bleſt in life; 
How kind and loving they appear! 
At ev'ry word--= My Love !---My Dear!“ 


See 
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See how they ſip the fragrant tea, 

And paſs the time in chit- chat free ! 

Now, only view a tea-cup fall, 

And ſuch a trifle ruins all— 

e *T'was you that did it!” “ No, not I!” 

ce *Twas you, indeed!” —*< You b---h, you lie!” 

ec *Twas you!”—*© *Twas you!” —“ Pl take my 
oath''— | 

c You lie !---< You lie !”---reſounds from both. 

They now are in a furious paſſion, : 

See how they fight! ſee how they daſh on! 

They both are ſmear'd with blood and gore, 

And broken fragments ſtrew the floor. 


© So oft,” when Phcebus ſheds his ray, 
And renders all creation gay; 
When not a breath diſturbs the ſtreams, 
Beſpangled with-his glorious beams; 
Dark riſing clouds the ſky deform, 
And whiſtling winds forebode a ſtorm: 
It then impetuous thunders down, 
Obſcuring Nature with its frown.” 


A PUBLICAN. 


Nov, view a Publican and Sinner, 
With all his family at dinner; 

How ſnug and decent all things ſeem, 
Yet unſubſtantial as a dream! | 
For 
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For now, behold him apprehended, 
He having Juſtice much offended. 
Laſt eve, when Sol adown the Weſt 
Deſcended beauteouſly to reſt; 

He then went out in ſearch of prey, 
And took a purſe on the highway; 
For which he'll pay his forfeit life, 
And bid adieu! to friends and wife! 
Jack-Ketch will finiſh his career, 

By nooſing him behind the ear: 

A truth in which man may confide, is 
The adage——Fronti Nulla Fides] 


A COUNTRY SQUIRE. 


© OBSERVE this aukward country looby, 
By his poor tenants call'd $quire Booby ; 
Whom they look up to as divine; 
Whate'er he ſays is vaſtly fine! 
A thing, unletter'd, boorith, rude, 
And like the wild-aſs unſubdu'd; 
A dupe to ev'ry common cheat, 
Who fleece him thro” his own deceit: 
Stiff in opinion, always right, 
' Swears white is black, and black is white, 
Where Ignorance her ſway maintains, 
There Obſtinacy ever reigns; 


E 
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Theſe baneful evils men annoy, 
And ev'ry ſocial bliſs deſtroy. 


© His part in life's to drink and ſwear, 
And perſecute the timid hare ; 

By baſe monopoly to gain 

The right of common from the ſwain; 
Who in his cottage, far from ſtrife, 

By labor cheers the cares of life; 

Who ſometimes whirls the ſounding flail, 
And ſoirctimes roves along the vale; 
Where ſilver ſtreamlets take their riſe, 
And Nature's beauties charm the eyes: 
He there beholds his lambkins feed, 
And cheers them with his tuneful reed ; 
And, as revolving ſeaſons roll, 

Sweet Gratitude inſpires his ſoul! 


© But tho? on him falls all the toil; 
But tho? he annual tills the ſoil; 
Tho” he with all the hardſhip meets, 
His cup muſt not o'erflow with ſweets: 
For ſhou'd he kill a ſingle hare, 
Or take a partridge in the ſnare; 
The crime ſuch rigor wou'd attend, 
His days he might in priſon end! 
E'en Nature's bounties are deny'd, 
To gratify this Booby's pride. 


But 
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But injur'd Spirits, ſee, await 

His coming at dread Pluto's gate; 
No more he then ſhall bear the bell, 
But round his ſhade ſhall ſpectres yell: 
Where, once arriv'd, he'll bid adieu, 
To hunters, hounds, and riches too !' 


A PETTIFOGGER, 


© NexT view a Pettifogging Cheat, 
Whoſe viſage indicates deceit ; 
From Woolwich-hulks, well damn'd and hiſs'd, 
He has but lately been diſmiſs'd; 
- A cool, deliberate, baſe-born ſon, 
Who many thouſands has undone ; 
Who lives by fleecing the diſtreſs'd, 
And of mankind's the greateft peſt. 


© See, with what conſequence he ſits, 
Before him pil'd old bonds and writs ; 
With pond'rous books the table's ſpread, 
Enough to fill the mind with dread : 
Shou'd I his num'rous wrongs recite, 
Great Jove wou'd loſe his temper quite ; 
I therefore ſhall but one repeat, 


Which marks him for a rogue compleat. 


That 
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© That poor old man, whom there you ſee, 


With ſilver locks and tott'ring knee; 
Whoſe furrow'd cheeks, dejected air, 
Beſpeak a mind worn out with care; 
Came to this wretch ſometime ago, 
A queſtion in the Law to know : 
Rejoic'd, he undertook his caſe, 
With ſmirks and quibbles in his face; 


With rapture prais'd his great good luck, 


For having ſuch a bird to pluck. 
He put him off from day to day, 


And gall'd him with the © Law's delay;“ 


Exacted from him various ſums, 

By freſh manceuvres, ſpecial hums! 
Made the poor man {ell all he had, 
And very nearly drove him mad: 
And, when he had no caſh or lands 

To ſatisfy his baſe demands, 

Sent him to goal-—allow'd no quarter, 
And then debauch'd his only daughter! 


© But ſoon his deeds will be requited, 


Soon ſhall the good old man be righted; 


For, lo! two ruffian blades appear, 
Who ſtrike his guilty ſoul with fear: 
Theſe now will fee him ſafe convey'd 
To where his deeds ſhall be repaid. 
How like an aſs he now appears, 

In all reſpects but wanting cars! 


For 
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For thoſe he loſt, at diff rent times, 
Thro' the moſt baſe, flagitious crimes! !? 


Here Jove expreſs'd his approbation; 4 
The reſt were wrapt in Contemplation. 1 


With great reſpect ſly Momus bow'd, | 
And then expreſs'd himſelf aloud--- | 


A COQUETTE. 


© Tat ſhade which now you here behold, | 
Was once a laſs of country mould: 
Her charms with rapture were admir'd, 
And ev'ry breaſt with paſſion fir'd; 1 
Unnumber'd ſuitors, far and near, { 
Whiſper'd ſoft love-tales in her ear. | 
At length, grown vain and ſelf-conceited, f 
She all her lovers cares defeated: | 
This was © too lean” —and this “ too boney,” | 
An this © too much a macaroni :”? | | 
A Lawyer“ I deteſt a knave!” | 
A Son of Galen—< Odious! grave!“ : 
A Parſon—< I ſhall faint! good lack! | 
I cannot bear a thing in black!“ 
A Soldier, ſmart as e'er drew trigger 


ce Wou'd he were but---two inches bigger!“ ; 
1 A Sailor, 


— — 
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A Sailor, Britain's chief defence — 
ce] hate his tar and impudence !” 


« Thus the Coquette, with prudiſh airs, 
Rejected all her fuitors prayers; 
Till Age, with ſtealing ſteps and ſlow, 
Began to mould her in a bow; 
And of thoſe ringlets, once fo fair, 
There ſcarce remains a ſingle hair; 
And of thoſe teeth, ſo wond'rous white, 
What now remain are black as night. 
Too late, ſhe then began to find 
The follies of her fickle mind; 
But, ſtill reſolv'd on conqueſts new, 
She ſtrait to Art's invention flew : 
To cover firſt her time-worn pate, 
She purchas'd that enormous z#te ; 
A ſet of teeth, her cruſts to grump, 
Elaſtic ſtays, that huge cork rump ! 
With ev'ry other decoration, 
That meets on earth with approbation. 


© She then, as if but juſt ſixteen, 
At all amuſements ſpruce was ſeen ; 
And try'd, with all her patch'd-up charms, 
To lure ſome lover to her arms: 
Nor try'd in vain—this Iriſh Honey 
Found out that ſhe poſſeſs d ſome money; 
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And, therefore, with his country's eaſe, 
He thus addreſs'd her on his knees 


« O jewel! brighter than the ſtar 
That gilds Hibernia's coaſt afar ; 
You are the ſwateſt, dareſt crature ! 
So beautiful in ev'ry fature ! 
Upon my ſhout my heart you've won; 
If you reject me, I'm undone ! 
I am an Iriſh Count by trade, 
So, ſwateheart, never be afraid : 
My houſes and eſtates are many, 
In Dublin, Cork, and ſweet Kilkenny ! 
But take them all, and take me too, 
My dareſt, fwateſt angel, do!” 


* Suffice it, that I merely say, 
To church this couple took their way. 
The service ended, home they went, 
And jovially that ev'ning spent; 
But, ere the next day's western Sun 
Had his declining course begun, 
Paddy did something to affront her--- 


* She cou'd not bear a fortune-hunter !” 


But mark the rest---a sapling oak 

| Bedrubb'd her ribs with many a stroke. 
He left her then, her fate to rue, 

And to another charmer flew,” 
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Here Juno, and each Goddess bright, 
Laughing, declar'd it serv'd her right; 
While Momus, with a face compos'd, 
Another shadow thus expos'd---- 


4 ROMISH PRIEST. 


* Tars shade, on which your eyes may feast, 


Is an infernal Romish Priest ; 

Who mumbles Paternosters o'er, 

Who loves his bottle and his ; 
And many a dear- bought, luscious fish, 
With various sauce, supplies his dish: 
Vet he at luxury will sigh, 

And“ Out upon it!” often cry; 
Forgive all sins, at various sums, 

And kiss the Saint's well-furbish'd bums. 
But, hold !---too much, I fear, I've spoke; 
*Tis wrong with serious things to joke ! 
I'll therefore only lay before ye 

This comical, conclusive story--- 


As once a grave his Sexton made, 
With the unfeeling of the trade, 
A weighty skull he shovell'd out, 
Which soon began to move about. 
Astonish'd, to the Priest he went, 
And told him of the strange event. 
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The Priest, a slave to Superstition, 

Thought it some Saint's of high condition 

Then joyful to the grave he hied, 

Beheld the moving skull, and cry'd--- 

« 4 miracle!” and plac'd it shall be 

In church, with ev'ry ceremony: 

To which end, instantly he sent for 

The dish, the cross, and holy-water! 

Order'd the bells, without delay, 

To ring in honor of the day; 

Sent to the tenants of his pews, 

To warn them of the joyful news; 

Who instantly repair'd in haste, 

And throng'd in crowds about the place; 

The wond'rous skull then being wrapt in 

A delicately-bleached napkin, 

He plac'd it on the sacred plate, 

And carried it to church in state. 

Meanwhile, there was a great dissension; 

For all the parish made pretension, 

That some of their illustrious race 

Were buried in that sacred place; 

That they might gratify their pride, 

By being to a Saint allied. 

When all unto the altar came, 

The skull was plac'd upon the same; 

And the Te Deum was begun, | 

Which they with grave deportment sung: 
F 


But 
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But when the time came to rehearse, 

Per Orbem Te Terrarum's verse! 

Out of the skull a mole then crawling, 
Soon put a period to their bawling ; 
The cause discover'd of its motion, 

And turned to farce the whole devotion : 
The ceremony then concluded, 

And all departed much deluded !! 


A general laughter here took place, 
Amongst the pleas'd celestial race; 
Whilst Momus, with a heart-felt glow, 
Prepar'd another slide to shew. 


A FRENCH EMIGRANT. 


* Tre next thing which you see advance, 
Is a sly Emigrant from France; 
A downcast and ill-looking knave, 
Who seems but just stepp'd from his grave. 


What made him leave his native home, 


In foreign climes to beg and roam ? 
"I was conscience! conscience! made him fly, 


And crimes more deep than Tyrian dye! 
Fe fled from those tyrannic laws, 


Of which he was the primal cause ; 
And, like a dastardly paltroon, 
Left Innocence to meet its doom! 


He 
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He now is fed, and cloth'd and free, 
In the blest land of Liberty] 
Enough for him, from danger freed, 


Tho' thousands thro' him daily bleed. 


The sirloin smokes upon his board, 
With wines his cellar's amply stor'd ; 
While the abus'd---the Britisb Poor! 
Meet hardships they can scarce endure. 
Blush! Britons, blush! nor be it said, 
Your paupers starve whilst these are fed! 


Tho' Charity's to Heav'n allied, 
It shou'd be properly applied ; 
For, if not rightly understood, 
It often does more harm than good. 


Let them beware--for, in his breast, 
There baneful Serpents make their nest ; 
Falsehood, that spreads her ills around, 
And Spite and Malice, there abound; 
Envy, that hates another's joy; 

Revenge, and base Hypocrisy! 


As once the faithless Simon's tale 
O'er the old Trojans did prevail; 
Who, thro” his means, receiy'd the horse, 
Of all their future ills the source; ag 
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Tho' thrice they heard the warlike sound 
Of arms within its womb rebound! 

Still, by Infatuation led, 

They ne'er regarded what was said; 

Till Grecian chiefs they saw with ire 
Destroying ancient Troy by fire, 


© $9 Britons now are shielding those, 
Who are by nature born their foes ; 
Who soon, perhaps, will be the cause 
Of ruining their wholesome laws; 
Their ancient freedoms quite o'erthrow, 
And subject them to grief and woe! 


Each Goddess here pour'd forth a sigh, 
And ey great Jove with piteous eye. 
Now Momus let the curtain fall, 

Amidst the plaudits of them all. 
Sometime Jove seem'd in thought profound, 
He then address'd them all around--- 


These shades a much too near resemblance bear 
To-those who claim my most peculiar care. 
When first I form'd that blest terrestrial ball, 
And made mankind the sov'reign lords o'er all, 
I plac'd him there in scenes of peace and rest, 
And granted all things which cou'd make him blest: 
Then why does proud, imperious, thoughtless man, 
With reason blest, oppose my glorious plan? 


The 
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The beasts that o'er the dusty desart stray, 

In search of food and necessary prey, 

No ray of reason e'er their bosoms fir'd, 

No tender feelings e'er their hearts inspir'd; 

By nature they possess a savage mind, 

With temper quite reverse I form'd mankind: 

With them meek-ey'd Compassion ought to dwell, 

The feeling sigh that makes the bosom swell; 

Those thoughts, which flow spontaneous from the 
mind, 

To ev'ry virtue, ev'ry good inclin'd ; 

Hearts that with warmth should glow at Friend- 
Ship's call, ; 

And universal Charity for all! 


* But this is not the case---Deception rules, 
And men rejoice in folly, vice, and fools! 
From high to low the curs'd contagion flies, 
And Infamy usurps sweet Virtue's prize: 
Pnnumber'd vices mark the present age, 
And with an unremitting fury rage; 
Thoughtless amidst voluptuous scenes they roll, 
Whilst giant Luxury destroys the soul- 
Strange, strange it is, they shou'd those follies shew, 
And all the fatal consequences know; 
Yet headlong rush into the very snare, 
Which Reason's voice forewarns them to beware: 
Oh! Iam griev'd to see my plans destroy'd, 


And all my bounties sinfully enjoy'd! 
| But 


/ 
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But soon, for various ills, the world must groan, 
Yet Albion's sons shall ever be my own /” 


He ceasd— with joy the blest decree was heard, 
And solemn tbunders ratify'd his word / 


BOOKS 
Publiſhed by J. HaMiLToN, (Succeſſor to Mr. Tho- 


Mas Evans) No. 46, Paternaſter Row, and fol 
2 all Bookſellers. 


T. & . 

ah © py od Watſon” g — evan Tracts, 6 vol. 8. 
boards ; 1 16 o 
2. — on large paper, 2 14 0 
3. Chemical Eſſays, 5. vol. — I C 0 
4. Vol. 4 & 5, ſew. each o 4 0 
5. — Apology for the Bible, — 0 
6. — ie paper, o 4 0 
7. — — Addreſs on Confirmation, — 0 1 0 

8 — Sermon on the Wiſdom and Good- 
neſs of God — — — 10 

Two Sermons, and Charge, a new 

Edition, in the 2 
10. logy for Chriſtianity, i in Anſwer 


to Gibbon, a2 iſtorian, a new Edit. in the Preſ;. 
11. Mavor's Appendix to the Eton Latin Grammar, 64.0 1 
12. Advertiſement for a Huſband, a Novel, 2 Ws 


I 2m. ſeed 0 5 0 
13. Beauties of Religion, Proſe, bound _ 9-2-6 
14. - Verſe, bound — o 1 6 
15. Burke, Edmund, on Natural and Artificial Society o 1 © 


16. Bowyer's Grand Hiſtory of England, 30 Numbers, 
(will be completed in 60 Numbers ) 
17. Brookes's Experiments on Electricity and the 
Air-Pump, 40. boards 
18. Cooper's Complete Diſtiller, 890. boards — © 6 
19. Common-Place Books upon the Principle of John 
Locke, Eſq.—Felio L 1. 6. 0.40. 15s.—-8vs. 108. 6d. 
20. Macfarlane's Hiſtory of the Reign of George III. 


31 10 0 


4 vl. 8 v. boards — 1 5 0 
21. The Same, Vol. III. boards 6s.—Vol. IV. boards gs. 
22. London Letter Writer, bound — o 16 
23. Wilſon's Collection of Anecdotes O 2 


Inſtructions for Keeping a Circulating Li- 

brary, &c. go 
25. Sainbel's Works on Farriery, 470. boards — 1 10 0 
26. Views in the Myſore Country, Proof Impreſſions, 6 6 0 


2 


r 


* RA A. 2 


-- — . P * 


. §˖ß—ꝗ— — 7—ö—˙*2ͤ Ü!UÄ—D 4 


Juſt Publiſped, Price 18. 
- DEDICATED TO 1s GRACE 


THE DUKE OF RUTLAND, 


A. New Scarborough Guide. 


CONTAINING | 
Cuſtoms, Amuſements, Lodging- Houſes, &c. Sc. Cc. 
WITH 
Miſcellaheous Anecdots, and other Incidental Matter, 
BY A GENTLEMAN. 


In the Preſs, and ſpeedily will be publiſhed, 
2 88 
ACCURATE DESCRIPTION 


or 
B RO MIL E v, 
IN KENT. 
Including every Thing intereſting in that delightful Part 
of the County, and Five Miles round it. 
FROM THE WORKS or 


CAMDEN, HASTED, HARRIS, SEYMOUR, PHILPOT, 
St. Oc. Ge. 


With Original Anecdotes and Obſervations. 


B THOMAS WILSON, 
OF T:HE CIRCULATING LIBRARY, BROMLEY. 


8 


